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I saw them all; I marked all the divisions j the great
magniticoes, who ranked with crowned heads, the nobles of
the war of Candia, and the third and still inferior class.
I was so excited, that for a moment I did not observe that
the name of Contarini did not appear. I looked for it with
anxiety. But when I read that there were yet four families
of snck pre-eminent ancestry that they were placed even
above the magnificoes, being reputed descendants of Konian
Consular houses, and that of these the unrivalled race of
Contarini was the chief, I dashed down the book in a
paroxysm'of nervous exultation, and rushed into the woods.

I ran about like a madman for some time, cutting down
with a sharp stick the underwood that opposed my way,
leaping trenches, hallooing, spouting, shouting, dashing
through pools of water. At length I arrived at a more
open part of the wood. At a slight distance was a hill. I
rushed on up the hill, and never stopped till I had gained
the summit. That steep ascent a little tamed me. I found
myself upon a great ridge, and a vast savage view opened
upon all sides. I felt now more at ease, for the extent of
the prospect harmonised with the largeness and swell of
my soul.

1 Ha ha! ' I cried like a wild horse. I snorted in the air,
my eye sparkled, my crest rose. I waved my proud arm.
* Ha ha! have I found it out at last ? I knew there was
something. Nature whispered it to me, and time has
revealed it. He said truly, time has developed everything.
But shall these feelings subside into poetry ? Away! give
me a sword. My consular blood demands a sword. Give
ine a sword, ye winds, ye trees, ye mighty hills, ye deep
cold waters, give me a sword. I will fight! by heavens, 1
will fight. *I will conquer. Why am I not a Doge ? A
curse upon the tyranny of man, why is our Yenice not free ?
By the Gtad of heaven I will be a Doge! 0, thou fair and
melancholy saint!' I continued, falling on my knees, ' who